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Part | 


Author's Notes: 
A tribute written for Chris Cornell's 50th birthday. 


As seasons roll on by 
Act | - The boys are back in town 


If the ‘60s had been the so-called ‘Baby Boom’, the ‘TOs could only be the triumph of the so-called ‘| brought 
you into this world, now sort it out for yourself ': for example, take Chris Cornell, that twelve-years-old kid 
over there.. He's got three younger sisters and two older brothers - so his mother is way too busy with 
Katy, Suzy and Maggie to actually look after her sons too, and especially the fact that Chris has just dropped 
out of middle school without telling anybody - and his brothers have got a lot of friends in this neighborhood, 
and for everybody it comes natural to pitch a tent in a garden, getting plastered and having drug experiences 
rigorously all together, right? 

And who cares if his gang has to drive until the Canadian frontier to enjoy a proper night in a pub - seeing 


that Seattle doesn't want to supply him with the alcohol stock he's due - and coming back with a terrible 
hangover, no money and no acids left is becoming harder with each weekend: his mom is sure that he's 
spending some time with his brothers and friends, intent on playing an innocent baseball match or even cards, 


and who is he to contradict her? 


Act Il - Dear Prudence, won't you come out to play? 


Everybody out there's asking "why does that kid stay at home all day? Why does he spend all his days 
listening to those hippies from Liverpool?" 

You know what? I'll tell you why: because they can understand me, and you're not. 

My room has become the only place able to shelter me - the outside world is just a shitty projection of our 
materialistic and pathetic minds... 

And if you've been an addict at 13 and a year later you stopped using all that shit because you felt it like a 
fuckin’ cage and couldn't relate to anybody at all, what's the point in keeping on seeing the same, old, disgusting 
faces out there? 


Better stay here, needin’ a fix cause Im goin’ down.. 


Chris looks at his own handwriting, tilting his head a little bit, then screws the piece of paper into a ball and 
throws it in a corner. 
From the stereo MI Follow The Sun is playing out loud, and he can't help asking himself why these lyrics, even 


after a year of self-conscious imprisonment, aren't having any goddamn effect on him. 


Act Ill - Entering 


"Ok, man, | think that for today we have rehearsed enough!" Hiro finishes his bassline and, behind the drums, 
Chris stops to play too. 

"| guess Kim's coming over." the drummer says, finally standing up. 

"Yeah, in an hour or so.. We're goin’ to do the usual things - drinkin’ beer and havin’ a chat, feel free to join 
us" 

Chris quickly nods and goes to have a shower, finding Kim in the living room when he comes back. 

He stays with him and Hiro for half an hour - the time to have a couple of beers and open the mouth more 
than three times - then greets them and disappears into his room. 

"Not the common outgoing and loquacious drummer, huh?" after a while the guitarist addresses his friend with 
a half-smile. 

"Yeah... nice fella, though" Hiro nods, looking for the bottle opener because they both want to enjoy the 


umpteenth beers. 


"So, how's it going?" 
"We auditioned a lot of guys.. some are really good but, ya know, we didn't have an instant feeling, if you know 
what | mean" 


"Yeah, | understand - well, maybe you and Chris are a bit demanding’ 


"Hmmm, maybe.." the bass player pauses a bit "Say, would you like to come here and jam a bit with us? 
Nothing serious, just for fun" 

"When? Now?" 

"No, in the next days!" 

"Uh, got it.. Because, well, right now I'm not doing anything..." 

".. come over in ten minutes, me and Chris will be ready!" Hiro quickly ends the conversation, making Kim laugh. 
Twenty minutes later Thayil has joined the other guys and they all embark on a jam-session that, 
unexpectedly, gives three brand new songs in return The very next day, they write two more songs - huge 
smiles going ear to ear because it all locks right away. 

"Well, Chris, | guess we won't have to audition other guys anymore.." the bass player addresses Cornell, who 
gives him a sly smile. 

"Hey, hey! | didn't say that I'll join your band! | gotta study for some Uni tests, see my girlfriend, and DJ every 
Thursday night - not to mention the fact that I'm working on Mondays and Saturdays and-" 

"Yeah, yeah, we know it, Kim! You're a businessman, but l'm sure you'll be able to manage this new bother too, 


you'll see.. youll! see" Hiro winks at Chris and, after patting Thayil's back, goes to pick some beers to celebrate. 


Act IV - Cool, give it, dude, we're plastic like you 


When you form a band, you spend days and days rehearsing and composing stuff, wondering how your debut - 
if there's gonna be ore, let's be honest - will be. 

And then the day you're actually able to perform in front of other people, to let them see what you're 
capable of arrives, and you spend the last hours before the moment intent on overanalyzing everything and 
asking yourself if its the right thing to do or if you're still in time to sound the retreat. 

But, once you're on stage, you put an end to all the mental wanking and just focus on the business you must 
do right now. 

You don't care what they may think about the beardless kid behind the drums whose voice is reaching the 
peaks of good ol' days Robert Plant, or the Japanese bass player or the guitarist who seems just gotten off 
the latest New Delhi-Seattle flight. 

You couldn't care less, and this is shown through the way you're singing and playing the drums. 

But you should know that there's a guy in the audience, with long and a bit backcombed hair and a Sex Pistols 
t-shirt, who has noticed this too: his name is Jeff Ament and, although his ears are ringir’ because of all the 
loudness you guys are causing, he thinks you're pretty frickin’ cool 

Time will prove he's pretty frickin’ right. 


Act V - Louder than love 


"Hey, Susan! It's great to see you here!" 

Susan Silver slowly turns back to see who has spotted her, and realizes that it's the beardless kid that always 
went to strike up a conversation with her when she was still working at Tootsie's. 

However, the kid has just finished to sing and play drums with his band and, boy, did he ever do it good! 


And he's also been able to recognize her even if she's wearing a blond wig, a kimono and her face is white 


because of all the make-up... 

‘Gotta give him a lot of points, Silver!" she thinks, finally returning his greeting. 

"Hi." 

".. Chris, the name's Chris!" he promptly finishes her sentence, pulling away a lock of his hair that has fallen 
over the eyes. 

"Oh, yes, Chris! l'm sorry, its just that a lot of time has passed since | last saw you, so.." 

"I know, in fact | was asking myself where | could have had the opportunity to meet you again.. fuck, maybe it 
would have been better if | hadn't said that, right? l'm an idiot" the guy blushes, nervously scratching his nape. 
"No, why? That was a sweet thing to say, thank you" she smiles at him and he does the same, feeling a little 
less embarrassed "Oh, anyway, you guys are fantastic! And I'm serious, I'm not telling you this just for 
kindness, you know" 

"Thanks, | really appreciate it" Chris's smile becomes bright and all his nervousness disappears "By the way, 
we're trying to get a show in Vancouver so, ya know, maybe we can start to have a larger audience" 

"Well, that's a wise idea.. Wait a minute, Vancouver? Next week l'm going there to a show - | could bring a 
tape of you guys with myself, if you want" 

"Really?" 


"Sure, no problem! Maybe in the next days we could meet somewhere so you can gimme the tape, deal?" 


So the summary is this: the days pass, the two of them meet, Susan goes to Vancouver and, a week later, she 
sees Chris again: they have dinner together and then try to go to her house, but she's lost her keys.. so he 
takes her to her mom's and, from that day, they become a thing. 

Not bad for a Halloween party she didn't want to attend, huh? 


Act VI - Feel the rhythm with your hands, steal the rhythm while you can 


"How in hell does he..." 

Chris is sitting on the sidewalk, listening to Feedback, that are currently playing in one of the many small 
Seattle clubs. 

Actually, he's carefully listening to their drummer - the back of the stage is the storefront too, so he can 
learn all his tricks. 

Truth is, he doesn't know what he could learn.. he doesn't know how the fuck Matt's drums are capable of 
sounding like that. 

He just listens to the guy playing like a goddamn yet sophisticate and jazzy war machine, not being able to 
connect that sound to the movements made by him, and that's it. 

"Well, | guess that's what a good drummer is supposed to play lke.. Maybe my talent lies elsewhere" he thinks, 
looking at Matt's face bending backwards and his blond hair beaded with sweat. 


Some months later Kim, Hiro and Chris are in the middle of a discussion about what to do, now that Scott has 
left the band, when suddenly the phone rings. 

Kim, the master of the house, reluctantly goes to reply. 

"Kim, that's Matt" 

"Matt...2" 


"Matt, Matt Cameron! Skin Yard's drummer - at least since a couple of hours ago.." the other guy laughs 
softly, making the guitarist frown "Listen, dude, | want in!" 

"You want what?" 

"| wanna join you guys.. ya know, becoming your new drummer! Is it fine with you?" 

Kim moves the receiver aside and addresses his bandmates: "Its Matt Cameron from Skin Yard.. he said he 
wanna try out!" 

"And what are you waiting for? Let's get him!" Chris enthusiastically exclaims, then steals the receiver from 
Kim's hands "Hey, Matt! That's Chris - yeah, you're in! Now I'm gonna give ya my address and we're goin' to 
meet there like in twenty minutes and try to play a few songs together, if it's okay with you.. Great, dude, see 
yal" 


"When one door closes, another door opers.." Hiro says with a sly smile, and they all burst into laughter. 


Act VII - All | need is one more chance to get through this season 


‘Gossard family? Its Chris Cornell, can | talk to Stone?" 

"Hey, Chris! It's me! How are you doing?" 

"Hi, Stone! I'm fine, thanks... Did l-did | interrupt something?" 

"Naaah, just lying on the couch with a bowl of cereals and watching some stupid MTV chart with Shelly and 
Star..." 

"Oh, great! Because | just wanted to ask you if, ya know, you wanna be my roommate.. Ya know, Peter's gonna 
move in a week or so, and | thought ‘why not asking Gossard to move in with me?" So, how do you feel about 
ite" 

Even through the receiver Chris can clearly feel the guitarist scratching his nape, trying to find the exact 
words to answer him: "Thanks for asking me but.. yeah, no, I'm good! | don't really want to.. ya know, | don't 
really want to change my living situation right now" 

"Twenty years old and stil living with your parents? What the heck? Well, | guess he likes to be stuffed with food 
cooked by his mum.. how can | blame him?" 

"Oh, ok! Whatever, that's great" Chris replies, almost ready to end the conversation, but his friend resumes to 
talk. 

"But Andy just got out of rehab, and.. he might need a place" 

"Well, that'd be cool" the singer thinks aloud: he doesn't know Andy Wood - Landrew the Lovechid - that well, 
but he's always seemed an interesting and nice guy, so why not giving him a chance? 

"Great! Wait a minute, I'm gonna give you his number so you guys can immediately come to an agreement, 
'kay?" Gossard quickly goes to rummage about in his bedroom, then comes back with a little piece of paper. 
Five minutes later Chris has already dialed Andy's number, waiting for him to answer. 

"Wood family.. here's Andy, and who are you?" 

"Hey, Andy! That's Chris Cornell.. ya know, from Soundgarden..." 

"Oh, yeah! We did Deep Six together, and a few shows too! Lemme tell ya, buddy, you guys are awesome" 
"Thanks, man! Your band is great too.. Anyway, | just called Stone Gossard and he told me you're looking for a 
place to stay.” 

"and you thought ‘why not asking Landrew the Lovechild to move in with me?", huh?" 

"Yeah, kind of" Chris laughs, perceiving Andy's crooked grin through the receiver "I guess this is a deal, 


Melrose Avenue East is waiting for ya" 

"Sure, I'm coming over!" Wood quickly hangs up and, in a couple of hours, has already reached his destination 
with all his furniture. 

"Oh, | already paid rent for the next two months, so you're going to have to pay me first" after the 
introductions Peter Cornell explains the situation to Andy, and he nods. 

"Sure, I'll play ball with youl" the new-entry exclaims, and soon after he has already walked in his new home. 
After five minutes, he addresses his roommate: "Say, can | call the Malfunkshun guys to rehearse here? This 
living room seems to have fuckin’ awesome acoustics! Oh, and can my girlfriend stay here too? You'll see, she's 
great! She's Mexican and, ya know, Mexican chicks are fantastic cooks... you'll like her, | promise!" 

For a guy like Chris Cornell, who's really introspective and barely even says a word, this unpredictable typhoon 
sounds like a nice shock. 

He knows he'll please Andy.. he knows that this living together will bring a lot of creative energy and fun too, 
and he can't wait to feel ‘em all. 


Act Vill - Everybody loves our town 


"Hey, Bruce! Looking for some new slacker musicians to recruit in your team?" 

Mr. Pavitt looks away from the band on stage and faces a callow youth, better known as Chris Cornell 
‘Chris! Nice to see yal Anyway yes, these guys are not bad - they're from Aberdeen but until recently had 
their base in Olympia.. It seems they have heard the call of the Emerald City" he pauses a bit, scratching his 
beard "| think me and Jonathan.. we'll give ‘em a chance, yeah" 

"Cool, this means you guys are the Wonderful Wizard of Oz, right?" Chris replies with a sly smile, making 
Pavitt laugh. 

"Yeah, | guess you can say that" 

"Well, ya know what? | was just thinking that it's great to see how many talented bands are settling here.. ya 
know, U-Men are the pioneers, but we had also Green River and Malfunkshun - now Mudhoney and Mother 
Love Bone - and Melvins, Screaming Trees, Cat Butt, Alice In Chains, Fastbacks, The Walkabouts, Skin Yard, TAD, 
and now there's Nirvana too..." 

".. don't forget the almighty Soundgarden." the record producer casually adds, and they both grin 

"Yeah, and you guys are putting out all these amazing records, like you were this fuckin’ assembly line! 
Seriously, Sub Pop is like manna from Heaven" 

Bruce keeps quiet for a while, then puts his arm around the singer and, with a smile worthy of the Cheshire 
Cat, exclaims "Seattle's gonna take over the world!" 

Chris looks at him a bit perplexed, then bursts into laughter: Seattle on fop of the world? Like, seriously? 
Cornell steals another glance at the record producer and suddenly realizes that, who knows, maybe this time 
Bruce is right.. maybe Seattle will really be the next New York, Athens or Chicago.. or maybe it will just 
remain Seattle, and that would surely be the best thing for everybody. 


Act IX - So | blow out the candle and | put you to bed 


"Good morning, Sun King! Did you sleep well? Oh, | made breakfast, wanna give it a try?" 


"Errr, sure.. what does the chef recommend?" Chris takes a seat in the kitchen, still rubbing his eyes. 

"Pancake surprise!" 

"and may | know what does this surprise consist in?" 

Andy puts an inscrutable - yet funny - expression on his face and acts like nothing happened. 

"C'mon, dude, | don't wanna end up at the Harborview.. why don't you wanna tell me what the heck you put into 
the pancake?" 

"BECAUSE I'M BAAAD, I'M BAAAD, COME ON, YOU KNOW I'M BAAD, IM BAAAD, COME OO0N" Andy begins to 
sing out loud, doing also an impression of the dancing skills shown by Michael Jackson in the music video. 

Chris ponders over the possibility of replying with a performance of Leave Me Alone, but quickly gives up and 
just laughs, especially now that Xana has come into the kitchen and her boyfriend has dragged her into an odd 


dance. 


In the back of his mind, Chris is projecting some particular scenes that involve Andy: right now, he's watching 
Susan at the Harborview, intent on holding Andy's hand, kissing his forehead and saying "Goodbye, angel". And 
then he can only see the electrocardiogram going flat line and the alarm going off. 

And thats it 

ust a fuckin’ flat line. 

No more Landrew the Lovechild or ‘the Heavy Metal Standup Comic of Seattle’, as Jack Endino has always 
called him.. no more Andy Wood 

The singer is thinking about the unfairness of the whole situation, when suddenly he hears footsteps growing 
louder and louder and then Layne literally bursting into the apartment like a typhoon, with tears in his eyes 
that make him look like a little boy who got lost. 

He finally breaks down and looks at everyone, and Chris can't help having this impulse of hugging him and telling 
him that, one way and another, they'll be able to overcome this thing. 

Unfortunately, he doesn't do it.. no one else does it, and he doesn’t know why. 


A few hours have passed and Chris, Susan and Kim are going back to their places - trying to figure out what 
to do with their lives after what has happened. 


Cornell's still turning his decision of not consoling Layne over in his mind, when suddenly he looks at his 


bandmate. 
"You know, | keep thinking about Ben.. He's from Bainbridge, like Andy, and they knew each other... There's 
nobody like Ben" 


Kim nods and puts an arm around his shoulder: he's right, maybe this could be a brand new start. 


Act X - You think | got my eyes closed but I'm lookin’ at you the whole fuckin’ time 


The doorbell rings and Chris immediately goes to open the front door, finding an enthusiast Jeff Ament, an 
even more satisfied Stone Gossard and the exact copy of a Sun radiant with joy - better known as Mike 
McCready - in front of him. 

"Hi, guys! When you told me that you would have come here as soon as possible, | didn't take it literally" he 
greets them with a smile, and they return the gesture. 

"| know, for your complaint address Jeff Diction here, thanks" Gossard explains him with a half-smile, while the 


bass player pushes his bandmate. 

"Wooah, shut the fuck up! Can you try at least once to act like a normal person and not the killjoy you usually 
are?" 

Listen to youl | wasn't the one who literally destroyed the whole apartment and my fuckin’ eardrums too 
because of the demo!" 

"Ya know what they say, never interfere between husband and wife." Mike refers to the umpteenth skirmish 
between Stone and Jeff, promptly pulling Chris to safety "Anyway! His voice blew my mind, Chris, it's 
unbelievable... I'm still wondering if this is all real, ‘cause | can't believe it" 

Cornell smiles at McCready's sincere statement and gives him a pat on the shoulder: "I'm happy for you, 
Cready.. | really am" 

Truth is, it's hard to turn over a new leaf and leave Andy in the past.. but its also hard to find the strength 
to start all over again - and these guys seem to have found it - so they surely deserve only the best, right? 
Right." he thinks, while Ament is frantically fuddling with the stereo and Gossard keeps on teasing him. 

Soon after the tape begins to roll and the next thing Chris knows is that right there - hidden among the case, 
the handwriting and the tape itself - there's a real person. 

There's a guy and, even if he hasn't met him yet, he knows that he's there - that in this tape there's 
everything he should know about him. 

Yeah, it's just a voice, but it's enough to know that this Eddie's authentic... he's still alive. 


‘Guys, can we try it another time? | didn’t sing it that well" 

"Wait a minute... again? Can't we like focus on somethin’ else and try this later - maybe tomorrow too? | don't 
think that-" 

"For fuck's sake, Gossard, he just said that he wants to try it again! He doesn't want to piss on your face, 
right?!" 

"Oh, thank you so much for the clarification, but its the fuckin’ twentieth time we're playin’ this, Ames! Fuckin 
dumbass, of course you don't get it! You only play easy shit, huh?" 

At the umpteenth skirmish gently provided by Ament and Gossard, Cornell rolls his eyes and begins to fiddle 
with his wedding ring; he doesn't notice - anybody does, neither Mike nor Matt - Eddie slowly approaching the 
mic and beginning to sing the goddamn part he hasn't been able to do properly. 

"I barely remembered he was there.." he thinks, while Vedder finishes to sing and quickly goes back to his dark 
and hidden corner. 


"Ed," Chris says, going near him "| think we should share this song.. you've just made it yours." 


Part Il 


Act XI - I'm looking California and feeling Minnesota 


Everything had started with that whole "Chris Cornell's a great singer to look out for.. he's from some band in 
Seattle called Soundgarden, really good stuf? thing, then Susan had triumphantly announced that they would 
have opened for a lot of Guns n' Roses gigs - even though they were much more curious about the 
merchandising in the box she was carrying than the exciting news - and finally they had begun to deal with 
arenas and GN'R fans.. but, holy shit, they would have never predicted a thing like the one that was happening 
now, in front of their eyes. 

Not even Mark Arm has ever gone this far - and everybody in Seattle knows how fuckin’ crazy the guy 
actually is - but its universally acknowledged that Guns n' Roses are experts on fuckin’ things up... 

‘Not my fuckin’ opening set, though!" Chris thinks, as Duff, Slash and Matt Sorum are literally screwing blow-up 
dolls on stage. 

Suddenly the thought of Ben hits him, so the singer keeps on playing while looking for his bass player, worried 
for the kind of reaction he might have. 

He finds Shepherd on the left side of the stage - head down, bass under his balls - and thanks God for not 
having to deal with him especially right now, since Slash has just fallen down and revealed himself being bare- 
ass. 


"Why didn't Axl force his management to install Mount Fuji on stage? That would be really useful, fuck" 


Act XII - Whatsoever I've fought off became my life 


"We're not gonna leave this stage tonight until you tell us we're heavy metal!" 

Kim, Matt and Ben chuckle and the audience too, while Chris keeps on doing his dumbass act, inciting the public 
to grant his request. 

Then he reads his thanks and makes room for the other guys - smiling when Matt, in one of his best darling 
guy performances ever, thanks his mum for letting him practice his drum skills since he was a kid. 

The only things missing are the free beer and food and Tony Bennett, but he's sure there will be other 


chances to meet him and finally set him up with his mother. 


It's almost five o' clock in the morning: the bedroom is still shrouded in the darkness and Susan has to blink 
her eyes a couple of times to make them comfortable with that absence of light. 

As she turns over, she realizes that the bedside is empty; she keeps quiet, wondering where Chris could be, 
when suddenly she hears a soft moan. 

Susan immediately leans toward the bed, finding her husband on the floor in a ball, intent on crying. 

She stands up and approaches him, but he chases her away and, after the initial reluctance, she obeys his 
order. 

The times when the band had won two Grammys - actually, it was just nine months ago - and was on top of 
the world seem really far away.. not to mention the times when they were really enjoying what they do. 
Susan sighs and goes back to bed: she knows she won't be able to sleep anymore, though. 


She knows that outside a new day full of nostalgia and bad thoughts is rising and, unfortunately, Chris knows it 


too. 


Act XIII - | stumbled on and all the world fell down 


"Chris, you can't even imagine how relieved | am right now..." 

Cornell looks at the guitarist in disbelief, but it's just for a couple of seconds: "Yeah, Matt told me this too...” 
"Oh, you've seen Matt?" 

"I went to his house a couple of days ago, and he was happy to see me and played me a few ideas he had 
come up for the band.. | listened to ‘em - they were actually pretty good - and didn't have the guts to tell 
him the real reason behind my visit.. But | guess | had to, so | suddenly spilled the beans, and ya know what he 
said? ‘Well, thats a relief - | still can't figure out how we could manage things after what happened in 
Honolulu.. | think my jaw's still on his basement's floor” 

"Yeah, | can imagine that.. But you can't blame him, he's absolutely right" Kim agrees with the drummer's 
thinking, and Chris nods "And Ben? How did he react?" 

Hearing these words the singer jumps a little but keeps quiet, while the room seems to be filled only by the 
smell of alcohol given off by his clothes - and his body too. 

"He didn't take it well, right?" 

"I just-" Chris sighs, then resumes to talk "He didn't have one of his resounding reactions, ya know? And that's 
what really stunned me, but you could actually see how fuckin’ hurt he was.. | felt - and | still do - like shit, 
Kim" 

"You know how the man is: it always seems like he could fuck everything up and not give a single shit about it, 
but | guess that right now he's the only one who truly believes that we can overcome this mess too.. Or, at 
least, he believed it until you proved him the contrary" 

"Yeah, | guess so.. But you know what's fuckin’ absurd? | met him in his driveway and he was with some guys 
he had played with - actually, they were Andy's brothers - and we went all inside.. and, after a while, a friend 
of Ben stated that it was the anniversary of The Beatles’ break up, so | instinctively handed my bottle of.. | 
don't know what.. Canadian Club? Maybe? However, | handed my bottle to Ben and he drank a toast to that 
fuckin’ anniversary, and then | asked him if we could talk alone, so we went down to his car and | told him 
everything. And you know what he fuckin’ did? He looked down at the ground, spat on it and said ‘Oh, alright. 
Just like when we had asked him to join the band - except the whole ‘fuck yeah' part... Just like that. Can you 
believe it?" 


Kim Thayil is about to answer him, but doesn't have enough time to do it: Chris Cornell is off again 


Act XIV - You tell yourself a hundred thousand times nobody ever lives forever 


The first one to leave, all of a sudden, had been Andy: it was in that period that Seattle had found itself 
completely lost, so the following circus of holy - and unkept - promises of drug treatments and redemption 
had been a natural consequence of that loss. 

Four years later, Superunknown had just become number one in America when you guys found out that Kurt 
had blown his head off, you can't remember a lot of that evening - Kim later has recalled that he had never 


seen so many big, hairy, usually rowdy guys in tears and crumbling - but you can still see yourself saying "I'm 
sorry" to Ben and giving him a tight hug with tears in your eyes. He's frozen, like a puppet in your arms, and 
can't help thinking about how many times he has tried to get through to Kurt without any success, because 
he had a bad feeling about him. 

Then it had been Shannon Hoon's turn: his departure came as a hard blow to you - especially since you had 
always noticed many resemblances between him and Andy.. they were both open-hearted, a bit naive and 
childlike, with big eyes and cherub features, so losing Shannon had made a lot of old scars re-emerge - they 
had never healed, and probably never will 

"I stil have to find the fork necklace he gave me.." Chris thinks, taking a brief pause from this painful walk in 
his memory palace; soon after he sighs and takes up the tour from where it had been interrupted. 

A couple of years had passed when suddenly, out of the blue, Jeff Buckley had died too: perhaps that loss had 
been the most painful, because it wasn't drug-related.. nobody could have predicted it: he had just gone 
swimming and the fuckin’ Wolf River had decided to keep him for itself. 

‘And everywhere you think you see them walking down the street, when you miss somebody..." 


And now you're here, near the fountain at the Seattle Center, walking with your head down and Layne's voice 
coming out loud from the speakers. 

Eddie's next to you - he just told you that he wrote something about Layne and you have addressed him a 
half-smile, and since then he's kept quiet - and you're both glad that Alice In Chains‘ fans are not bothering 
you two at all. 

Jeff Gilbert - KZOK DJ - runs into you two, and gives you a hug. 

"You doin’ okay, Chris?" he says, patting your back. 

‘lm never okay with this, Jeff.. never." you sigh, then walk away with Ed - he really is distraught - looking for 
Jerry. 

You find him in a corner and he greets you with a smile, probably because of your hair. 

"Errr, | didn't know what to do..." 

"Don't worry, he would have liked it.. he was pretty fond about his hairstyles, right?" he smiles again, then 
hugs you both. 


The private service's held on April 28, on an island near the Emerald City, so everybody has to take a ferry to 
get there - during the trip you smoke cigarettes with Mike Inez, sitting at the front of the boat, both silent 
and intent on listening to the waves. 

The ceremony is quiet and moving: you do a rendition of Dylan's Ring Them Bells with the Wilson sisters - they 
had previously recorded it with Layne - Lanegan sings his Last One h The World and the funeral program 
includes a deep and touchy eulogy written by Barrett Martin 

At the end of the day everybody goes back to their lives, wondering how much more grief is still waiting for 
them, behind the corner. 


You just hope that this road is going to be all straight. 


Act XV - I've been drinking life while you've been nauseous 


"What the fuck am I doin’ here?" you think, while Mark Romanek's staff is placing you in the middle of a 


platform, like you were a rag doll 

And, in a certain sense, you are a bit of a dummy: twenty minutes ago you were still in the rehab center, and 
now you're.. where the fuck are you, Cornell? 

You haven't seen Tom, Brad nor Tim yet, and all you can do right now is hoping that this torture ends as soon 
as possible: since you've gone cold turkey, the |5-years-old that spent his days entrenching himself in his own 
bedroom has violently come up again. 

‘And so | drink fo health, while you kill yourself..." 

It had all begun with the beers and the tequila and the vodka drunk during the countless excursions in Canada 
- you, a [3-years-old kid, just wanted to enjoy your youth as much as you could, just like your brothers - and 
everything had gone on throughout the following years; you couldn't find Chris without a bottle of alcohol 
clenched in his hand - and in his stomach foo. 

Then Euphoria Morning had come and, despite the name, it hadn't been a joyful period at all: you had stopped 
eating, becoming the pillow of bones you had quoted in one of your latest songs. 

The feeble attempts of recovering didn't help: paradoxically, anorexia and alcohol had devoured your relationship 
with both Susan and Lillian Jean, so you had come to the decision of entering a structure specialized into 
battling addictions, and you're still there. 

However, contrary to what you're lip-syncing right now, you don't want nobody to understand you: you're no 


Cochise, you're not a legendary American Indian chief.. youre not a martyr, nor a prophet. 


Act XVI - Never would have guessed you'd fill my open arms 


"Do you Christopher John Cornell take Vicky Karayiannis to be your wife?" 

Chris jumps a little, taken aback: he knows that he has his eyes heart shaped because of Vicky, but he will 
never admit it. 

"Yeah! | mean, yes... | do" he quickly corrects himself, while his almost wife laughs. 

"And do you Vicky Karayiannis take Christopher John Cornell to be your husband?" 

"| do." she smiles, looking like a little cloud in her wedding dress. 


"Well, | now pronounce you husband and wife.. You may now kiss the bride." 


‘Oh, shut up, Chris!" Toni promptly shushes her brother, pushing him and making her parents laugh heartily. 
"No, Lil C, you're right.. Let's go outside and have a few baseball pitches, ok?" Cornell senior ruffles his son's 
hair, and they both head for the courtyard. 

"Can you rewind the videotape a bit, mum? The zoo has opened the cages and | didn't hear anything, ugh" 

"Of course, Toni.. of course" Vicky laughs and, while looking for the remote control, gives her daughter a tight 
hug. 


Act XVII - Ive been away for too long 


@chriscornell: The I2 year break is over € school is back in session. Sign up now. 
Knights of the Soundtable ride again! www.soundgardenworldcom 


Chris presses ‘Tweet, then turns back with a satisfied smile. 

"So, how was that?" 

"Impressive, Cornell.. kind of Four Horsemen shit, to be honest" Shepherd touches his chin, a broad grin on his 
lips, and the singer has a good laugh. 

"Yeah, | know! | think the media are gonna write that we're doin’ this because of the Alice guys - not to 
mention Pearl Jam..." 

"Shut up, dude! We've got a spy in civvies right here!" Ben playfully points at the drummer, who laughs and 
suggests him to sod off. 

"| do believe that everybody out there will go fuckin’ nuts... ya know, a few months ago you were referring to 
this thing as fuckin’ plague, or somethin’ like that" Matt finally steps in the conversation, addressing Chris and 
still chuckling, but immediately shushes himself because Kim's waving his beer and intends to drink a toast to 
the pleasant news. 

"Just wanna wish you guys a happy 2010 and.. may the Force be with you, yeah." 

".. did they really call us ‘Frowngarden' back in those days? Man, that's hilarious! | just wish they could see us 
right now.. more like Clowngarden, huh?" 


Act XVIII - Walk with me 


«its-its difficult to-to articulate it, but, uhm, its.. you know, up to that point, | think life was really good for us, as 
a.. just a group of musicians in a scene, making music.. Uhm.. It just. You know, the world was sort of our oyster 
and we had support, we supported each other, and he was kind of like this beam of light sort of above it all, and 
fo see him hooked up to machines, uhm, that-that was the.. | think the death of the innocence of-of the scene. It 
wasn't later when people surmised that.. that Kurt blowing his head off was the end of the innocence. It didn't... It 


was that. It was walking into that room» 


Chris sighs, trying to hold back the tears that are forming in his eyes, while one of his favorite Andy's photos 
appears on screen. 

Twenty minutes later or so, he can't help but being a bit moved because McCready has just said "Ed was very 
shy at the beginning, he was very kind of self-conscious. He wasn't fully comfortable, | think.. until him and 
Cornell went out one night" and Matt has added a "He really embraced Eddie when he first moved up here, and 
sometimes | wonder if that was a void that he felt from Andy's passing, having another equally talented singer 
that he could sort of bounce ideas off of or just basically relate to.. | know Eddie felt a real mentorship, and | 
think that gave him a lot of confidence." that has literally sorted the effect of a punch in his face.. not to 
mention the footage of him and Eddie singing together and chasing after each other, a game that ended with 
Ed on his shoulders, like a little child. 

Chris clearly remembers that moment - Ed's initiation, and him thinkin’ ‘ok, Seattle, this is your guy now" - as 
if it all happened yesterday, and he's pretty much overwhelmed by all these things. 

Cameron Crowe, who's sitting next to him, secretly hands him a handkerchief with a half-smile. 

‘Im glad we're watchin’ this together, Chris... l'm really glad" he says, while Cornell mumbles a "You bastard, | 
thought | had used up my tears supply!" that succeeds in making the film director laugh. 

But Cameron's right: Chris is really glad to have the opportunity to watch this movie.. he's really glad to be 


here right now, intent on admiring his friends‘ history - a history that he also contributed to write. 


Act XIX - Now I'm looking for a brighter side 


"HOLY. FUCKIN. SHIT!" Dave's headbanging since the latest Soundgarden album has started to play, but this song?! 
"A piece of papeeeerrrrrr! Come to daddy, lil one!" 

Foo Fighters’ lead singer immediately writes his insane ideas on a post-it, then copies everything in an-email 
and sends it to Matt Cameron. 


In a couple of hours, his mailbox has got a new entry. 


From: matt_fuckin_.cameron®@mailcom 
To: fresh-grohls@inlookcom 
Object: RE: an offer you can't refuse! 


Hey, Dave! How are you? 

Lemme fell ya: your idea is absolutely cool and we're all laughing our asses off.. 

But | dont know if we're gonna make a By Crooked Steps video, night? 

/ guess you'll have to give us a bit of time fo think about it.. Anyway, working with youd be awesome! 
Take care of yourself and, again, congratulations on your 5 Grammys! 


You guys rock ;) 
Matt 


"A bit of time to think about i£ Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me?! No fuckin’ way, l'm gonna direct the shit out of it!" 
Grohl exclaims, thrusting his fist into the air. 


eR 


"Jeez, just like My Wave video!" Ben knocks on Matt's helmet, laughing his ass off. 

"Wasn't Pretty Noose's one?" Kim steps in the conversation, finding Chris and Matt's agreement. 

"Yeah, it's just that Manimal here has confused things.. ya know, his brother directed the shit out of if the 
drummer teases his bandmate. 

"Shut up, brother in arm!" Grohl joins them and playfully punches Cameron's arm “I'm your boss, don't take 
the Lord's name in vain!" 

"I'd never darel" the person involved lifts his arms in surrender, a smirk on his lips. 

"Ok, guys, tea and biscuits will come later! Now go back to work, c'mon" 


"YESSS, SIRRRRRI" all Soundgarden members exclaim in chorus, heading for the seqways - their perfect whps 


Act XX - Should a good life be so hard won? 


Chris Cornell hangs up: he has just ended the conversation with Gossard - he was the one who called to wish 


him happy birthday, Stone's well-known for his habit of forgetting things and anniversaries, even his own one - 
and now can finally enjoy his well-deserved breakfast. 

Yesterday evening Soundgarden played in Las Vegas and Today's their free day because, yeah, you don't have 
your fiftieth birthday every day, right? 

So now that he's reading the newspaper, while sipping a bit of juice, Chris finds himself intent on assessing his 
life's highs and lows. 

He recalls Reznor's tweeting about the embarrassment that Scream had given him and also Ament's chat with 
some fans where he had said that he didn't know what was going on Chris's mind.. yeah, maybe he should have 
followed Eddie's example - believing that Timbaland was just a make of shoe was the rightest thing he could do. 
However, five years have passed and in the meantime a lot of positive things have happened: Soundgarden got 
back, and this past European tour - with McCready randomly jumping on stage to play Superunknown with 
them, his kids enjoying the different cities, meeting Jimmy Page, Ben giving his bass to an Italian fan, Alice In 
Chains guests in his Rome loft - has been an ensemble of amazing memories. 

And yeah, talkin’ about the Rome loft.. maybe destroying its ceiling with a confetti cannon wasn't a thing you 
could expect by a 44-years-old man, but what can | say to justify him? 

"forever young, | wanna be forever young." Cornell sings to himself, then smiles at his kids who have suddenly 
covered his eyes with their tiny hands and now are wishing him a happy birthday. 

Chris Cornell knows in his heart that they're right - oh, yes, they're pretty frickin’ right. 


